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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday. .—In the words of the immortal Middlewick, ‘ Ain’t 
it ’ot?” 
THE WEATHER. 


It’s uncommonly hot 

And the glare is unblinking— 
Let’s have a small “ tot,” 
It’s uncommonly hot, 
And a notion I’ve got 

That it drives one to drinking ; 
It’s uncommonly hot, 

And the glare is unblinking. 


How it makes one perspire ! 

And one has to keep ‘‘ mopping ”’; 
Has the world got on fire ? 
How it makes one perspire! 
The discomfort is dire, 

And my handkerchief’s sopping ! 
How it makes one perspire ! 

And one has to keep ‘‘ mopping.” 


Stuck to my arduous duties in spite of the heat, however, and ran 
down to Tunbridge Wells to help the local Agricultural Society 
through their military and naval tournament—great success! 
Spent the afternoon at Goodwood—lovely day, charming lawn, 
shady trees, and good book put me in cheerful frame of mind to 
help Sir Donald Stewart distribute prizes, advice, and anecdotes to 
the students of Cooper’s Hill. 


Thursday.—Did another breezy, out-door day in pursuit of my 
arduous duties aforesaid. Saw a lot of M.P.’s safely off for the 


International Parliamentary Conference at Christiana. Inspected. 


the telegraph boys in Hyde Park. Took the President of the 
Board of Trade (his other name being Ritchie) at th 0 a, oe 
prizes on board the Worcester training aie and 

or two at Goodwood. 


Friday.—Took Her Most Gracious for a drive to Ryde to open 
another Jubilee wing (long may they wave and never moult a 
feather!) and hear some more children si Made for Goodwood 
again for the finish thereof—which to “ F hion’s devotee” is also 
the finish of all things! 

DEAD—AND GONE, 
The Goodwood meeting ended 
(We had some decent fun !) 


It cannot be pretended 
Be ¢ wh at 6« the ; Tort on’ Ss he a nea. 
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17. ** Fashion’s Devotee,”’ what 

ime his flight he takes— 

But bless me if I see what 
Difference it makes t 


Helped Mr. W. W. Jacobs’ Post ag, 
congratulatory on his lea 
uncertaint Mr. J. 
to turn the latter into the former (this isn’t quite clear, bu 

know what I mean)—may he never have the in knocked out tot 
him by misfortune or malappreciation ! 


ee started the meeting of “ a gytery ” Students 
at Oxfo 


England aged on a is to say, 20,000 000 who : 
mperance, at that)—that w paees 
t the worse for drink—down to the sal Banos,” Took 
Lord Rona owt Bp Cole o 


poring fe sla to gi ~- t,t 0 te 
ege ve away prizes an 
oma 
ao suit came home, which reminded 
b pe down to Cowes and open the “week” forthem. Was 
told somet py Pye the immensely improved condition of Crete, 
and thought I'd just go and have a ‘oa Was greatly surprised— 
simply wonderful, the change. Quite a nice place for a holiday— 
and even business. Got back, took the Sirdar down to Welbeck, 
nae returned to Cowes. 


—Brought off the International Commissioners from 
Samoa (w en dae they seem to have brought off a Tp and took 
Mr. Morley down to Hawarden. Hear the L.C.C. are interferin 
with the Rowton Houses—better leave them alone, will find al 
the electors against them. ‘ Progressives will back the poor,” 
Moderates will back. the benevolent schemer of Lord Beaconsfield’s 
friend, and right they allare! Ware wire! 


WE LODGE (A COMPLAINT) HERE. 


Authority (often caught 
pom fk then too ill eke, 


The LOC. moog _ 
dw: sp sp: hagean 
“* Rowtons” have come in good season, 
poor folks without doubt, 
But that doesn’t give them a reason 
To set about Rowton* them out. 


Talking about “‘ Authority” (alt we’re only writing about it 
a judge has been robbed in the Strand, and now fresh police are pu 

on—moral, well, he that runs may read ad a) that writes must 
run! or the police will te, das 60 Neus, ). Spent a lot of 
time reading W. G.’s reminiscences. ined att the Great Central 
Railway, and heard nice things about them. THE Grorren. 


Is to give him a present— 
certainties for literary 
ao the shat in him whi every a 


64 ooting ” - 


*Office opinion ¢ ‘ah vided her re; don’t kn yw whe ether * ‘routing ” 


d 


spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


“ “tonless 88 accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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A Bannerman not Equal 
to the Standard. 


[*‘ Our countrymen, included amongst 
the Uitlanders, alleged they were. badly 
treated, and with reason. Should we 
overcome it with threats? Never.’’— 
Speech of Sir H. Campbell-Bannerman, 
July 29th (D.7.)} 


For Campbell-Bannerman a high respect 
had we, 
But his last speech true patriotism 
ignores, 
Without Schreiner’s excuse, although no 
Dutchman, he 
Has now become the Bannerman of 
the Boers! 





























TELL-TALE CONFUSION. 


Maud.—*' Don’t you think Mr. Flyrt has @ very sensitive mouth, dear?” 
May (highly embarrassed).—“‘ 1—er—how snould I know?” 


An Inadequate Allowance. 


[An American claims that 500 words 
are quite sufficient for uncivilised men 
and children to transact all their 
business.—Daily Papers. 


Five hundred words is enough 

For the average civilised man 

To talk about what he can eat, 

Or what he might otherwise can; 
But five hundred words is too little 
To make a man’s meaning plain 
When a trifle makes him savage 
And his language gets profane. 





ome and Cumber- 
less. 

(It is reported that a New Zealander 

went down to Epping Forest, and, taking 


off all his clothes, plunged in to have a 
sun bath. | 


‘‘On, to have nothing, nothing! 
Oh, to have nothing on! 
Only to roam all naked, 
With every vestment gone. 
The forest here’s umbrageous 
So glorious that I—at a push— 
Could really almost imagine 
I was back in the virgin bush. 


**T could really almost imagine— 
Hello! a policeman here ? 

What am I doing? Why, bathing 
In sun and light and air. 

We always do that in New Zealand, 
Run wild in the natural state.” 
“Then I’ll leave the force,” sighed 

Robert ; 
‘¢T will—I’ll emigrate.”’ 


Blithes 








rance 





—$———— —--4 . ——- —— . sapeencnaereemnanttementenctions See ——4 
The Conference: Et Apres. Ry ete Yes, that’s if, ! Wisdom—words of superlative wisdom 
iar ithe: aliens = iit ae that have fallen from my august master’s mouthpiece. I think 
BEING THE FINAL ACT OF A FARCICAL COMEDY. | this Conference has amalen clearly that the world, the enlightened 
CHARACTERS :-— world, is making for righteousness. When I tell you that Bolivia, 
I. ) : not to mention Patagonia, and the North Pole, is in favour of 
‘ly Russia ...... eoseeeee An Angel of Light. _ arbitration, I think I have said enough——”’ 
Ba Pan. WEEeEETe esecee A Star of Peace. Bull.—* You have! ”’ 
; i Germany ececccccoce . The Friend of Man. Sam.—“* Hear—hear.”’ 
) John Bull ........ py Bloodthirsty Fiend. | i pale’ Hock—hock—hock !” 
iat Oe , ; ; , . a 
Uncle Same iccsccccce A Villain of the Deepest Dye ! | west aes,” Paprty ann Seta =e EPP N MEN Ion re Stes 
Russia (perorating in extremis) —‘* And now, in the name of my Germany.—‘ Gentlemen, I protest—I really protest ; I have not 
august master, I thank you, gentlemen, for the kind way in which | Come here to be abused.” 
you have listened to words of superlative—er—er——.,"" ~ Russia.—‘‘ My dear Sir, you surely didn’t think I meant you?” 
Bull.—* Foolishness ! " , Germany.—‘‘ Oh, I beg your pardon, but I heard ass mentioned, 
| Russia.—‘‘No, no, the other word—superlative—really, how and I naturally——’’ 
‘ extraordinary. I have it on the tip ofmy tongue—superlative —— "” Bull.— Precisely, very naturally.” 
Sam.—* Idiocy -——"’ Sam.—“ Hear, hear!” : 
Russia.—*' No, no, n er pe Germany.—“ But, of course, after your kind explanation, I—er 
Germany “Stu withdraw mv pvrotest.”’ P : 
Russia Ali ‘ oni Russ ] . . eT Wa 
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Bull.—* Dash it all, I say, you’ve read all that before—— ” 


Russia.—‘‘ Really—but you see this speech took hours to write 
out—and I wouldn’t miss a word of it for worlds—— ”’ 


Sam.—‘‘ You were speaking of your august master when Ger- 


’ 


many interrupted —— ’ 


Russia.—‘' Was I—er—dunderheaded—sir—— ”’ 
Sam.—* Oh, get on with it! I’ve got a war to attend to—I can’t 


stop here for ever.”’ 


Russta.—‘‘ Well—gentlemen—I think we have progressed—I do, 
indeed. We have put down the Dum—dum—— ” 


Bull.‘ Oh, no, we haven’t !”’ 


Russia.—‘‘ My mistake—I believe you protested ? ”’ 


Bull.—‘‘ I did and do emphatically! ” 


Russia.—‘‘ Well, we’ve opened up a vista through which looms 
the Elysian fields of joy, starred with the daisies of hope, and the 
buttercups of brotherly love. There, in the years to come, the Lion 


99 


will lie down with the lamb 
Bull (sotto voce).—‘‘ Inside, please—! ”’ 





Russia.—* And the sucking dove will coo at the serpent, and 
Russia—happy—peaceful—Russia will take the cake—— 


Sam.—“ Hear, hear! Whose cake?” 


Russia.—“ The cake, gentlemen, of Peace and Goodwill.” 

France.—I beg your pardon—really—but if you could leave a 
paragraph or two out, I should be so much obliged, but I am on the 
eve of a Revolution or something, and should like to get home before 
any damage is done.” 

Russia.—‘“‘ But have I the consent of the Conference—are you 
sure you would like to hear it all?” 

All.—“* No, no—pray don’t—send it to the Sunday papers—put 
it in a Blue Book—don’'t mind us.” 

Russia.—“ Then, gentlemen, I will perorate. For inthe azure blue 
of the coming ages, I see written in letters of gold upon the Temple 
of Peace, ‘ Nicholas did it!’ Bless you, gentlemen, and farewell! ’» 


(Exit Russia.) 

All.—** Thank heaven !”’ 

Bull.—‘* I wonder what his little game was, eh?” 

Germany.—‘ China, I should imagine! "’ 

Bull. —“ Or Turkey ! ”’ 

Sam.—‘‘ Wa’al I don’t care what his little game was anyhow. 
Guess I’ll see my little necessary wars through before I settle any 
Peace matters! ”’ 

All.—*‘ And so say all of us.”’ 

(CuRTAIN. ] 








In Lodgings by the Sea. 


To sleep or not to sleep, ay, there’s the 
scratch, 

That finds calamity in hired beds— 

For who would flea-bites bear, and toss 
and turn 

Through restless hours, pursued by 
myriad fleas, 

When with a tin of Mr. Keating’s stuff 

The host is conquered, and not one dies 
cracked. 

Out, out, flea-torturer, before thy slayer 

Can fretful seize upon the magic tin— 

If thou fleest not before this potent drug 

Thy meal is lost, and thou art gone for 
ever. 














On the Roof. 


THE man who being unable to afford 
to go tothe seaside basked in the sun 
on the roof of his house to get brown, 
looked black when the next-door chimney 
was being swept. 





sunavesvannsunindalieionceansdussuiaetnanaenemnseneoeioenn — ——— — 


The Disadvantages of 
Education. 


(Sir James Vaughan said: ‘‘ There 
has been of late years a wonderful 
decrease in crimes of brutality and 
violence, but, I am sorry to say, an 
increasing number of crimes for which 
brain and ingenuity are required. This 
I ascribe to the better education now 
given in the Board Schools.’’] 


You send your boy off to a school, 

So he shall not grow up a fool; 

But if from this fate him you save, 

It seems, he may turn out a knave! 

“ Knowledge is power,”’ we are told— 
The “ pow’r ’ that brings the forger gold ! 
The “ pow'r "’ that makes some one devise 
A scheme to blind the Public’s eyes, 

So that P.O.’s they quick send in, 

In hopes a big prize they will win 

In “‘ Missing Word,” or some such plan, 
But soon it is the ‘‘ Missing Man! "’ 
Who with their P.O.’s runs away, 
And leads a life jolly and gay. 

So when you send your boy to school, 
Though he may not turn out a fool, 
he matter looks, what I[ call, gra 
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A PROOF OF HER HUMILITY. 


First Girl (in background ).—** There goes Phyllis Grey. She is pretty, but so 


anti to you 
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Boatman.—‘* Well, sir, if yer ma don’t object. 


Master T.—‘‘ We want to catch whales.” 
Boatman.—*“ Ah, sir, it’s too cold for you w’ere the wales is. 
Master T.—‘ Oh, but we'd bring our great coats and comfitors 








Master Tommy ‘*\e an’ Charlev want to go fishing with you s0 




















Bank Holiday Joys. BALFOUR :— HARCOURT, DARERRMAN, AND MORLEY :— 
How’s the water, Joe, to-day ? Farewell, friends, don’t make a fuss— 
HARCOURT :— Warm and rather pleasant, eh? Flowing tide’s too much for us— 
Tus is awkward, you'll admit, Nice for floating, I should say, Chuck a rope! We’re sinking!! Thus 
For I cannot swim a bit; Taking waves for pillows We to Fortune ride, oh! 
I was mad to think that it Harcourt seems to be afraid, Human wishes all are vain! 
Claimed my own attention! Seems to want a Leader’s aid— If the rope will bear the strain, 
Why I went with men like these, Wonder why he came and played We will never bathe again 
Braving such unpleasant seas, In these Tory billows ? In the Flowing Tide, ob! 
When I might have been at ease, 
Passe mprehension. CHAMBERLAIN -— 
CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN :— Hurry in—it’s just the tide ! From the Seaside. 
] t (Jn 1t we to fortune ride¢ 
Barely, he is most unwie Prd cada sgt carl “WHY SMITH LEFT HOME.” 
Ajax, shouting at the skies, They don’t seem to like it! (Not the Strand Theatre Version.) 
‘ ny } ' +} htoer ! Une 1d¢a in coInmon now ae eaten 2 de al ‘s < —e 
ain ur? ’ a ; ~ af Bi. ' 1a “ Sauve qui | ond * Kanter ry, _ Ne ve S} rightly spouse 1d ispring 
la iness made him over bol j 3 ge nections oe +. se en Had to the seaside travelled down ; 
He was daft, to storm and scold Se oe ee ees Then ten days more saw Smith arrive 
Bannerman was dafter! i aaeeeeiol 3 3y steamer at the self-same town. 
ALISBHVURY .— is 
MORLEY : fies era He left the boat with eager feet, 
Now, at last, of one accord, Just cuff pos aces cael - Mounted the steps and gained the pier, 
What a sight we three afford, i? va an ‘ re i " io 7 te]] Where thronged the fair ones, glad to 
Virtue is it’s own reward . ~ Sage z t 62 I pric Pace AA greet 
Never gets another ! , + 5 ay a ee Tae og. ap' it. Friend, relative, or husband dear. 
"itil A strat que” agg Hamm 3athing in this flowing tide | a. ry ; 
ro aaa : le eta Seems to suit us—we’ll decide, Smith saw his wife, her face from him, 
Bue ig aoe Si a od tie Now it’s virtues we have tried, He recognised her braided cape, 
eee = ee > oor ee Always toemploy it! He knew that hat’s coquettish brim, 
Ve LOR eee 90 MEOTINE , But best he knew her Juno shape! 
: KRUGER (to Chamberlain) :— So as she stood there large as life 
Hi frier can't m I find Friends, I trust, are we at last. He stole up with * H Ww are you, Liz?” 
But 1 can—so never mind We must both forget the past ; And clasped her waist, and kissed his wife, 
I shal! leave my friends behind Now the tide is flowing fast. The wife faced round, she wasn’t his! 
j syphag | i ee ee | — re o bi ae. t thinking. Yet—yet her warm gaze to his clung, 
. ; . 
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: 7 “Now, Reggie,” she heard the Major say. ‘Open the window, 
The My sterious Major. and let your cranes and the others in, and don’t tease the dog.” 





Cuaprer VI.—A Surprise Parry. “Yes, Major,”’ said a small, childish voice, and Susan heard the a : 
“ WELL, of all the funny people I’ve seen in my life, I think you apap pnp he op ‘es Bt yay [yarn oo don’t make @ noise. Fi : 
aré the funniest,” said the Major, as the three ladies emerged from “ I'd like to wring her neck, I would,” growled an old man’s 2 


their place of concealment, Miss Catty limping painfully. “I al : i Bauie on tee ok i Ue cal, 5 
wedi where I shall have the pleasure of et you again. First po hong: 7 fete samer e g : 

‘Not yet, uncle,” she heard the Major say, ‘‘they haven’t all 
gone to bed yet. Help the old lady in, it’s a bit dangerous to 
climb up drain pipes at her time of life.” 

‘¢ Oh, she’s all right.” 

‘‘ You brute!” screamed an old lady’s voice. ‘* Help me in, orI 
shall fall and break something.” 

‘Oh, lor——!”’ exclaimed Susan. ‘‘Isees it all now. Blest if he 
don’t keep a bloomin’ family in his room, and feeds ’em on missus’ 
broken vittles. So, Mr. Major Dibs, I’ve found you out at last,” 
and she crossed the passage, and knocked softly at Miss Catty’s 
door. 

‘Miss Catty,” she said, in a hoarse whisper, ‘‘ open the door. 
There’s hawful goings on in the Major’s room.” 

‘¢ Whatever is the matter, Susan?” said Miss Catty, testily, as she 
opened the door. ‘I’vetold you that I, for one, will have nothing 
more to do with him.” 

‘No, but listen, miss,”’ persisted the girl, and Miss Catty, donning 
her dressing-gown, stood and listened at the Major’s door. 

“Tt’s all very well for you to talk,” grumbled the old man’s voice. 
‘‘ You gets decent grub, but we’ve been a’alf starved since you come 
here. They don’t leave nothing. ’Ealthy growing gals, you calls 
‘em. They ain’t gals, and the only thing wot’s ’ealthy about ’em is 
their happetite.”’ 

‘‘Took here, uncle,” said the Major, ‘‘ if you make that noise I’ll 
put you into the street again.” 

“That’s it. Round on the old ’un because he speaks ’is mind 
proper. I tell you that there Catty wouldn’t leave as much asa 
‘erring bone if she didn’t think it would stick in her throat, and jive 
in a bed’s a bit ’ot, too.” 

“Susan,” whispered Miss Catty, “go and tell Miss Thom and 
Miss Furry to come here, and bring Mr. and Mrs. Bloomer—— 
Catty, indeed!” 
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“On, Lor!” 


of all I discover you trying to pick the lock of my private box, after 
having forced an entry into my bedroom, and now I find you | 
squatting in cover, like a covey of deucid partridges, by Jove. Any | 
explanation ?”’ 

** We can sit where we like, I suppose,”’ snapped Miss Thom. 

“Oh, certainly,” said the Major, laughing; “ I’ve no objection, of 
course, but I fancy Miss Catty scarcely appreciates her nest behind 
the sofa. We have here a nice roomy coal-box, where she might 
pose as an i | —I beg pardon—an angel of darkness, and by holding 
the shovel in her mouth, be useful as well as ornamental.” 

‘*Mr. Wallis,” said Miss Catty, sternly, as she slowly tottered | 
from the room, “thrash him!” 

“And Miss Furry might,” continued the Major, not heeding the 
remark, ‘‘ sit on the edge of the fire-screen and vie with the beauty | 
of the Japanese figures ; and as for you, Miss Thom——” ot 

“Man!” said Miss Thom, haughtily; ‘don't make me the 
subject of your brutal and very questionable wit, or sully my name 
by by mentioning it. Come along, Blanche, dear, we will relieve this 
i odious creature of the refinement of our society."’ 

“Ha! hat! ha!" laughed the Major. “ The tabbies have got their 
Py backs up with a vengeance.” 
ho “Why don’t you give yourself away, Major?” said Herbert. “ They 
are bound to find you out sooner or later.” 

pa I, faith. I wouldn’t miss their resentment for five pounds 
a day. 

‘‘ What are going to do, then?” 

**Carry the war into their own country. I’m going to give them 
something to talk about and a shocker this very night.” 
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“T arn’? THE Masor, uum,” saip BLoomen. 














That night as Susan was passing the door of Major Dibs’ bedroom In a few moments Susan summoned the others, and they were 
she heard strange growls, and stopped to listen. having an earnest consultation in Miss Catty’s room 
ow"; 's rot a d iT there she mutt 1 } , Ff nA | bn tT aw’ on tanr 1 o t+allLi-e er? ’ 3. 3 : ~ x7 hh 
" —— 2 se thar cme? YS SOOpped &-talking mow, mum nhispered Susan, W2 
the iT . Ww rm) ft fT a7 by : ‘ ‘ : k 
nissus wont ave that. I should like to ketch him ss Mounted guard. 
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“Stopped talking, indeed,” fumed Mrs. Bloomer, indignantly. 
‘“‘T’ll soon start ‘em talking again, if they get the chance while I’m 
here. Major Dibs, Major Dibs!’’ she shouted, hammering at his 
door. 

‘“What the deuce is the matter?’ called out the Major from 
inside. ‘‘ House on fire?” 

‘‘ He’s a-doing that to save time,’’ said Susan. 

‘‘Hopen the door in once,” blustered Bloomer, “and in the 
name of the law!” , 

‘Well, upon my soul, what’s this?” exclaimed the Major, 
throwing open the door and appearing in pyjamas. ‘‘ Ladies in— 
er—er, evening dress. Oh! I see, a surprise party. Very flattering, 
I’m sure, but scarcely conducive to sleep. Come in?” 

‘‘Where’s the others?’’ gasped Mrs. Bloomer, rushing in and 
finding the room empty. 

“Others?” asked the Major; ‘“there’s enough of you here, I 
should think, but if there are any more outside, in the words of 
the song, ‘ Let ’em all come.’ ” 

‘‘ Susan,” said Mrs. Bloomer in awful tones. 

‘‘ Please, mum,”’ said Susan, ‘‘ Miss Catty heard ’em, too.” 

‘“ Miss Catty had better explain, then, to Major Dibs,’’ said Mrs. 
Bloomer. 

But Miss Catty had found it convenient to faint in Bloomer’s 
arms, 

‘ Ere, old up!” he said, grinning, ‘‘I ’aint the Major, mum. 
There he is a brimming over with love for yer, mum. Take ’er, 
Major! ” 

‘‘ It’s very extraordinary,” said Miss Catty, suddenly reviving, 
‘“ But we certainly heard you entertaining a large party here 
to-night.” 

‘‘And you thought you would help the entertainment by an 
impromptu ballet. Iam sorry to disappoint you, but you see I’m 
quite alone. I see, however, you have taken some trouble to dress 
the parts, and I shall be very pleased to witness you dance a 
pas de quatre, by Jove!” 

But the ladies with one common instinct fled to their rooms. 

‘* Bloomer ?” said the Major. 

Bloomer gazed at the Major for a few moments, and then 
touched his head significantly. 

‘* Clean daft, sir!” he said. 


(To be continued.) 

















Waftings from the Wings. 


“Zao, THE SPIRIT OF THE SPHINX.”—The curtain rises dis- 
closing the exterior of the Temple of the Sphinx. The figure of 
the Sphinx surmounting the Temple stands out boldly in the fore- 
ground, and is flanked right and left by flaming tripods. In the 
background is a landscape, bringing into view the Pyramids, just 
outlined upon the horizon, a subdued light as of eveatide being 
diffused over the scene. The light gradually fades away till the 
view of the Pyramids is completely blotted out. Vivid tongues of 
flame bring into prominence the stern, immovable figure of the 
Sphinx. A light appearing from above gradually illuminates the 
head of the Sphinx, the flames of the tripods burn out, the light 
fades as softly as it came, until the stage becomes black as night. 
A second’s pause, a silvery flood of moonlight creeps over the scene, 
disclosing the silent figure of the Sphinx, holding apart the dark 
curtains that veil the mysteries of the Temple, and disclosing its 
occupant in the centre. The interior of the Temple is brilliantly 
illuminated, and the Spirit, lathed in glowing light, performs a 
mystic dance. The dance concluded, the Spirit closes the curtains, 
utters an invocation, and once more raises the veil of the Temple. 
From the roof, the floor, and the sides flames burst forth with 
volcanic intensity, licking and lapping round the form of the Spirit. 
As she dances the flames gain in vigour and power. At her 
disappearance, the Fairy drops the curtains. The soft light of 
dawn steals over the scene, the short Eastern night has passed, the 
Pyramids gradually re-appear, and the curtain falls upon a scene of 
repose and peace, 

Some new turns for the holidays have been added to the 
Alhambra programme which should be gratifying to all parties. 
Fish and Quigg are a couple of “ grotesques” from “over there,” 
who are particularly well up in the gymnastic and other personalities 
peculiar to grotesques. A more or less compatriot of these is Miss 
Pauline Moran, who sings plantation ditties characteristically, and 
has brought “ Turner’s Piccaninnies”’ with her. I won’t undertake 
to say who Turner is, or what he is like, but if he has any 
resemblance to his Piccaninnies, he’s a screamer! They are as 
Spirited a pair of the quaintest little imps as you re going to sce. 
ant skill and pretty gracefulness combined the *‘ double 
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Crystal Palace on the 14th to the 19th instant. 














TuRNER’s TURN AT THE ALHAMBRA.—DaRK DOINGS. 


will take a lot of beating. Leodiska has brought back her 
cockatoos, and the cycle comedians, the Powers Brothers, have also 
returned in their intricate and varied act. The rest of the pro- 
gramme is well up to sample and well worth sampling. 


At the Tivoli this week there are several new ‘‘turns,’’ each 
excellent in its particular way. Jehan Bedini, assisted by Little 
Arthur, is a juggler of conspicuous merit, and new to London 
audiences. His performance is pervaded by an element of real 
comic humour. Barrello and Millay are horizontal bar performers 
after the style of the Griffiths Brothers; they afford a great amount 
of amusement to the audience. The troupe of ladies known as the 
Mascottes have also put on a new and effective sketch termed 
Darkies at Play. Some very effective electric fans are now in full 
working order, causing a most perfect system of ventilation, so 
acceptable in this sultry weather. 


The fourteenth “ One and All”’ Flower Show will be held at the 
The horticultural 
photographs were very interesting dnd instructive, as they give 
every aspect of the artistic and beautiful which flowers and shrubs 
and trees assume in field and garden. 
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The Peace Conference at the Hague. 


A Lorry idea occurred to the Tsar, 

He sought to advance poor humanity's cause ; 
For warfare’s so deadly, it’s forces so vast, 

It checks the most wanton, and counsels a pause. 


When Nicholas made his historic appeal 

(The world to reduce all its armaments round) 

He thought he might surely their wild growth arrest, 
But found the Great Powers would in no wise be bound. 


Alas! they were all greatly wanting in faith, 

They doubted themselves and each neighbouring State. 
Disarm‘ One would think the millennium had come! 
Perchance to be conquer’d, or struck by hard fate. 


A forced Arbitration for gravest disputes 

Was wisely ignored, and the minor alone 
. .Adjudged. When a country’s fair honour’s at stake 
‘ Each realm must decide to defend then its own, 


Posterity sure may remember the Tsar ; 

With praise his Quixotic ideas proclaim ; " 
In “ Peace Universal’’ and ages remote, 

Then history's page may-emblazon his name. 


JANE H. Oakey. 
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His Wish. 


Mr. Levy, on beholding the ocean for the first time in his life, 
exciaimed, ‘I vish it vas all mine, and | could sell it at a penny 
a pint!” 
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THE ARCHBISHOP'’S “ SMELLING.” 


Cantuar (log.).—‘ Take that nasty-smelling incense and those guttering, stinking 
candles ouTsipE !"’— 


-The Lambeth Judgment, July 31st. 








“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s” WASHERWOMAN. 


By the time these lines are in print I 
shall, I ’opes, be in silk, an’ enjoyin’ 
myself by the “sad sea waves,” though 
why they shoud be “sad,” I don’ t know, 
considerin’ they’ve got nothink to do 
but play pitch an’ toss wen so inclined, 
an’ gambol along the shore. I s’pose 
most of you will be off to the briny, or, 
at any rate, somewheres in the country, in 
‘opes of gettin’ a breath of air that ain’t 
quite red-’ot. Make the most of your 
‘ollerday, an’ then start savin’ up for the 
nex’ wun. 

I don’t often touch on religious 
tropics — they so frequently lead to 
heated arguments— but it appears 
that the Archbishops. ’ave decided 
that candles are not necussury 
to light us to heaven, an’ that incense 
is,so to say, no sense. Of course, there 
must be some sort of law in the Church, 
or things would go on anyhow, some 
people bein’ so eksentric. ‘*Do your 
duty, an’ don’t ‘do’ your neighbour,”’ 
ain’t a bad sort of religion, to my idear. 

If this blazin’, bakin’, broilin’ sort of 
weather continues, it looks as if we shoud 
run short of water, an' me bein’ a washer- 
woman this“ strikes ’ome,”’ as the sayin’ 
is. I took to water—that is to say, the 
wash-tub—like a duck takes to water, 
an’ made anice bit of money, only my 
pore, dear ’usbing “played ducks and 
drakes with it.” I daresay I was a goose 
to let ’em ’ave it, but it’s ‘ard to refuse 
your lawful ’usbing money wen ’e ’elps 
hisself to it. 

The Kent hop crop looks like bein’ a 
good one, wich will rejoice many poor 
families to hear. Only them wot mixes 
with the “‘ great unwashed ’’ knows how 
anxiously, an’ with wot delight, they 
looks forward to the time wen they can 
take steps to go hopping—they fairly 
jump at it. 

Her Majesty ’as conferred a peerage of 
the United Kingdom on Sir Julian 
Pauncefote, wich, so far as I can see, is 
about all the good that’s resulted from 
the Peace Conference, for Sir Julian 
deserves it. 

The Mayor of Marseilles ain’t goin’ to 
allow any more bull-fights in that town. 
Mounseer, I bows to you; shake ’ands— 
Parley-voo francaise ? 

The Dreyfus dramer is still ‘‘ draggin’ 
its slow lengthalong”’; it’s been a snaky 
bizness altogether, such poisonin’ of 
people’s minds agin a innercent man. 


Avcust 8, 1899. 
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AN DER SO NS 
CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


TAN GLOSS, or 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two —_on in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’'S goods, and be sure yo 
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S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 
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